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The most valuable thing you can make 
is amistake—you can’t learn anything 
from being perfect. 


—Adam Osborne 


So long, and thanks for leaving 
your backyard gate ajar 


This Rottie’s tongue is 
jutting between its 
fangs, like a sock 
that’s soaked in 
slobber, 


in a chilling 
maw of 
stalactites— 

its pointy teeth 
long-chiselled by 
DNA. 


I take solace 

amid its growls, that my 
Cloudrunners 

are broken in, 


raised at the heel 

and ready, as if poised 
in a starting block— 
awaiting the 
shotgun’s 

crack, 


a bark likea 
bullet to the sky. 


The Parlour 


You think the grave 
is your escape, 

a ledger 

to be wiped 

with Mr Clean— 


no haloes 

to be given, 
pitchforks 
handed out, 

that it’s just you 
and every flower 
near the granite, 


that all will be 
forgiven, by your 
daughters and your 
sons, 


the applause 

from all the dead 
beneath the ground, 
the smack of 
skeletal hands, 


or their ashes 
that fall 

like confetti, 
descending like a 
drizzle in the fog, 


that you've waited 
so very long 

for this parade, 
one you've only 
thought of 

from afar, 


the single-file 

march right past 

your children, the croc- 
odile condolences, 


and later, the driest of 
eyes to the clouds, 


toward your sober, 
solemn vow 
to lift them up, 


the unexpected 
pop of red balloons. 


Tempo 


The website says 

this poem takes a minute 
to read—well, if you’re 
an auctioneer, perhaps. 


A poem is not 

the climax of a thriller, 
where Poirot 

has solved the crime, 
everything tied- 

up in little bows. 


It’s not the ticker- 
tape of stocks, 

the scores that flash 
from baseball’s 
night before, 


and it’s not an 
Archie comic, 

the duh of lumbering 
Moose, 


Veronica’s 
shallow depth 


compared to Betty, 
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the /aughs behind 
Mr. Weatherbee’s 
portly back. 


But then Big Ethel 

has never been loved, 
sees her future 

in old Miss Grundy, 
unable to win the 
heart of even Jughead, 


losers in every 
universe that there 
are, 


that when you reach 
for the bottom rung 
you come up empty— 
in terms of love, 

in terms of life, 

in terms of a poem 


you've read in only 
60 seconds. 


Before the Abortion 


Whatever happened 

to Flip Wilson? 

He got into real estate, 

fixed up dated homes, 

was known as Flipper Wilson. 


There’s a time 

and place 

for flippancy. The day 
that someone dies 
isn’t it. 


il 


You compared 
yourself to Jesus, 
that your “dad” 
wasn’t your dad, 


saying your uncle 
was your father, 
or maybe your 
second cousin. 


Where is 

Maury Povich 

when you need him? 
I replied, 

incurring your 
bottled wrath, 


cursing that 

I’m ever- 
inappropriate, 
making jests 

about the pretzels 

at the wake 

of our beloved friend, 


the lawyer 

who flagged 

an ambulance 
every day, 

the hearse of 
every mortician 
in the city; 


that there’s 

no one on the planet 
like a lawsuit-driven 
man, 


one who splits 
the profits 
with the devil 


who, like the 

very phantom father 
that you have, 

has offspring 

he never avows, 
saying God 

was only like that 
on Good Friday, 


when the sky 

was a cauliflower 
gloom, over Pilate’s 
King of the Jews, 


that this poem 

will be misconstrued, 
like the one 

you wrote 

for your daughter, 
telling her why 
she’ll never be 

born. 


ili 


This was never 
meant 

to be funny. 

Do you see 
funny? 


1986, or Why Are All My Love Poems 
So Fucking Convoluted? 


I will be the ghost 
that comes and pushes 
from behind, 


urging you to stand 
both when and where, 


that voice you think 
is yours, your personal 
sentinel, 


apparently 
omniscient—every time 
youre stressed 

with a decision, 
knowing while I 

lived 


my guesses were 
always wrong—/forever wrong, 


pertaining to all 
things love and war, 
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that I still pay the 
ultimate price, 


even in my death, 


the seeping 

from your eyes 
without a tissue, 
your mumbling 
of my name 
within your sleep; 


that it’s easier 

to survive 

this sport of 

breathing—as a spectator 
in the stands—one with on- 
field privileges, 


rather than a player 
on the turf, 
fumbling on 4 

and goal, 


or Buckner’s 
immortality, 
defined 

by a roll be- 
tween the legs, 


one that Amanda 
David, lifelong 

Red Sox fan, has yet 
to forget and forgive, 


knows 40 

years are holy, 

a biblical generation, 
will off herself 

in 2026; 


that like me, she’ll float gaily 
within the atmosphere, 
whisper in the 

ear of every single 

little boy who's christened 
Billy, plead guard 

the line at first, 

keep your glove 

down In the dirt 
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not that it ever 
makes a difference 
in the end: 


for her 

the first baseman, 

or for you, dear reader, 
even though I’m 
screaming it 

well ahead of time, 


even though I 

scorned the wispy 
shadow in the 

night, cried / think 

I know what I’m doing 
more than you! 


better than a 

flicker on the wall, 
some nameless 
silhouette 

without a corporeal 
skin in the game. 
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Embryonics 


Potential 
is overrated. 


It’s the flip- 
side of what is 
possible, 

the call of 

tails and heads; 


looking so 
pendulous— 
leaving you 
embittered 
by its dangle. 


It’s the fetus 

in the womb that 
might have made it— 
lost in a tumble 
down the stairs. 


It births your 
feeling guilty, 

for failing 

to make the grade, 
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for bringing forth 
your parents’ 
disappointment, 
forever shrouded 
in the umbra 

of another. 


It’s the tease of 
what-can-be— 


if the ducks 

are all aligned, 
at a carnie’s 
game of chance; 


the fifty-fifty 
pluck 

of she loves me, 
loves me not; 


the toss of 

luck and sevens, 
the dots of their 
constellations, 
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overlooking pines 
that scale the sky, 
as if they long 

to kiss the stars; 


or the poem which 
craves to lift itself 
to reach 

the crescent moon, 


rest its weary 
hat upon its hook. 
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“google it” 


When you asked me for 
the best Italian bistro 
in this city, I answered 
google it. 


That day on the beach, 
as you peered into the 
murk of knee-deep 
water, you asked me if it 
was Safe to swim in, 

and I responded google 
it. 


Dalini's had a slew of 

great reviews—its ambience, 
its al dente and 

pinot noir, its well-earned 
Michelin stars; 


while the lake 

had tested positive 

for bacteria, the kind 
that makes you sick, 
and I was relieved to 
stop our plunge 

in a matter of moments, 


singing the praise 
of the county's 
daily testing 
regimen. 


I reply to your 

every question 

with google it. 

There is nearly nothing 
that the search 
cannot answer— 

and yes, I imagine 
you think me /azy, 
terse, that my lexicon 
is void 

of romantic words. 


But when you ask me 
if | love you 

I say google 

the centipede, 

how it never 

runs out of 

legs, 
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google the single 
polar bear on ice, 
never bearing 

to leave it 

until the final 
floe has melted, 


and please googie the man 
in Uzbekistan, 

becoming a widower 

at 21, 


never remarried, 

never missed a daily 
graveside visit, 

and when he turned 

one hundred and one, 
worried the world 
would run out of flowers 
before his final, doleful 
kiss upon her name. 
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Ad Magnam Ultimo 


I’m so invisible 

here 

I'm starting to think 
I’m one of those dead 
people who don’t know 
they're dead 


at least that’s 
what I typed, on AssFace, 
the folly of Zuckerberg, 


and the only 

reason I’m jotting this 
is to never be 

never was. 


Instead, see me beneath 
the banyan, inhaling 

its verdancy, 

like a monk 

beside his incense, 
envisioning 
Bodhisattvas, 
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telling the birds 
that’s enough, 

I've scribbled of you 
ad nauseum— 

have nothing at all 
to show, 


not even a fourth- 
place ribbon, 
from the women’s 
church bazaar, 


and it was there, 
in the basement, 
where the Vicar 
did his deeds, 

the syphilis that 
we thought he got 


dormant now for ages. 


Say again? 
Unpunished 
is no good act? 
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I talk to you 

of baseball, the Pirates’ 
Roberto Clemente, 

his plane that plunged 
on the eve of 

73, the Nicaraguan 

aid that perished 

with him, 


that if he didn’t give 
a shit he might have thrived 
till 24, 


yes, the year we’re 

currently in, where I tread 
past the tents of the homeless 
swelled en route to the hockey 
game, the one on the 

screen at the pub, 

plunk a pair 

of 20s down 

so I can gin-it 

but in style, 


Ze 


and after the cup 

iS won, go up 

to the park 

to find me, as blue 

gives way to black, 

naming distant 

suns that are pinned 

upon it, as though it’s 

never been done before, 

as if they’re children 

who could have /ived, if it wasn’t 
for famine and plague, 

for Franz Fucking Ferdinand, 
for the dominoes 

which keep on falling 

in his stead: 


see them there in Gaza 
burned alive, 

in the bones 

of the Holodomor, 

in the tattooed arms 

of Jews 

who should have blossomed 
otherwise, 


23 


Anne Frank 

a novelist, 

while Germans 
come to call, ask her 
for autographs, 


and me, tallying up 

the galaxies 

while waiting to finally 
die, feigning 

I’ve a son who's counting 
with me, darkness 

in his eyes 

where all the starlight 
would have been. 


24 


White 


These lines are only filler. 
Beware of the feeble metaphors 
that follow just below. 


There was a single, empty 
page in this collection, 

a snow squall’s avalanche, 

a spreading blob of vanilla 
from a scoop of Ben & Jerry’s. 


This poem you may be reading 
is a vapid waste of space. 

And stating that it sucks 
makes it even more insipid. 


What’s that? 
I should have /eft it 
as it was? Feigning profundity? 


Then what would I do if it 
happens once again? Risen 
like a Messiah from a tomb, 


blinding with a brilliance 

I'd convey, if I'd never 

run out of room—like I have 
in this senseless, 

ridiculous moment. 


25 


On Your Mark... 


It’s the race 

of the human races, 
the spectrum of 
brown-to-brown, 
the expert on skin- 
tone said so, 


that there’s no such thing 
as White, it’s justa 
matter of degrees. 


Place your hand, 
Caucasian, 

next to that sheet of 
paper. Tell me 

the colour’s 

the same, 


you re a cotton- 
ball’s purity, 
the angelic 
visage of God 
from the Middle 
Ages, 
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that Black 
denoted darkness, 
a Fall from 

lofty airs. 


Even Mormon 
Joseph Smith 
said that Red 
was the curse 
of sin, America 
ripe for plunder. 


And then little 
Cameron King, 
holding baseball 
cards in his hands 
to show his father, 


a pitcher 

and his catcher, 
Marshall and Kevin 
Brown, 


Daddy, look! 
They're brothers! 


Then told it wasn’t 
possible, that Brown 
was a common name 
among the surge of 
Black & White, 


that the palms 
and soles of the 
slaves 

may have /ooked 
the same as ours, 


but elsewhere 
it’s the melanin, 
see? The melanin. 


It fills them 
head-to-toe. 


Keeps them 

from being burned 
whenever the sun 
unleashes its fury. 
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mofo 


Just like Kamala Harris, 
my favourite cussin’ word 
is motherfucka, 

(and its shorter, kid- 
glove variant). 


I watched her hold 
her tongue in 

the last debate, 
opting for a pause— 


this ... 
former president 


and not because Trump 
is worthy of respect, 


but the fact it’s 
an affront to 
every mammal 
which engages 
with its mum, 


in a sexual 
kind of way; 
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oh—did you fear 

I'd use the image 

of ason and mother rolling 
in the hay? 

Think it simply 

isn’t human 

or polite? 


That my steady use 
of vulgarisms 
appears to have no 
bounds? 


What do you 
take me for? 

A wannabe 
Kendrick Lamar? 


The 45th 


Pr*s*d*nt 
of the fucking USA? 
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The Cardiologist 


It was a// my 
varied vices 
I had to lose: 


the chocolate, 
the wine, 

the spice of 
Sailor Jerry, its 
46%, its pirate- 
in-the-Caribbean 
aesthetic, 


the crushing of 
dangling ash— 
from my no- 
no cigarette, 
on the bluest 
Havarti moon, 


that cholesterol 
will be 

my rash undoing, 
in the swirl of 
coffee’s cream, 
the tub of Haagen- 
Dazs, 


the in-your-face 

of nachos at the 
pub, their coronary 
special— l|oaded 

to the brim, 

like flows of 

orange lava 

and their rocks, 
hardening 

in moments, 


or the cupcake’s 
twist of icing, 

like snow atopa 
peak, which always 
brings to mind 


Kilimanjaro’s 
frosted crest, 
before the climate 
changed, 


or Fuji’s 


vanilla 
summit, 
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knowing an avalanche 
could hit you ina 
minute, that you'll never 
outrun its wave, 


its surge: tsunami- 
like, 

my heart unable to 
take 

that kind of pounding, 


my middle: roly- 
poly, 

since the days | 
traded quinoa 
for a cone, 


washed it down 

with beer 

instead of “water-from-a- 
spring,” 

from the foothills 

of “the mountain,” 


which I’ve always 
deemed a rip-off, 


33 


its failure to 
give me a kick- 
start 

when I needed 
it the most, 


its /ie of ever- 
clear, 


its leach 
of lethal plastic. 
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Angelica, Artist 


She went 
the light 
ekphrastic: 


not of Rembrandt 
or surrealist 

Dali, Warhol’s 
tomato soup, 


had no stomach 
for van Gogh’s 
ear, Pollock 

a breaded fish; 


knowing Picasso 
had no rhythm, 
da Vinci 

without a rhyme, 


while her solitary 
Rockwell: / a/ways 
feel like 
Somebody's 
Watchin’ Me 
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as she pushed her 
4B pencil 

into the thin of 
onion skin, 


became her own 
inspiration, 
stick people 
galore, joining 
their fingerless 
“hands’— 


page after page after page, 
told the farmers 
to plant more bulbs, 


every single word 
a thousand pictures. 
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Rx 


The pharmacist I talk to 

totally gets my problem. 

I show her my prescription 

for Joyfullix, a new pill 

to make you feel happy 

and she gives me beta-anaporilinovium, 
its cheaper, generic cousin 

that’s the exact same thing 

except for the impossible-to-memorize 
multi-syllabic name. 


To curb the pendulum of my 

mood swings, the Abilify 

my psych recommended 

comes to me as apo-aripiprazole, 5mg, 
to soon be doubled to 10. 


Does this mean it will again be 
rechristened? Will cazolipiumestroniasin 
work just as well? If | show up at the 
desk, will my pharmacist simply shrug, 
tell me to close my eyes 

and imagine the best, the cure 

within me already, in the fantasy 

that every drug is a miracle, 

hot off the goddamn line? 
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Magic 


The final line of this 

poem no longer 

exists. It was surely there 
for the taking, its fingernails 
clutching rock, at the 

top of aragged cliff 

from which it hung, 

a Wile E. Coyote 

in the making. 


This poem’s final line 

is a bar of soap 

in a steamy shower, 
pushed away from my 
hand by its slime, 

ready to trip me up 

the moment it 

falls, my eyes closed tightly 
from the suds of cheap 
shampoo, its lie of no more 
tears. 


The final line of this 


poem isa cheeky kid 
playing hide-and-seek, 
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concealed behind the 
curtains, waiting for me 
to open— 


then disappear 
like David Blaine. 


Dear darling of a 

brat, I promise not to 
harm, will only borrow 
what I need to make this 
grand, let you vanish 

in the air 


once I’ve wrenched you 
from my hat 
by your fluffy ears. 
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what a fuck up, what a fighter 


a free fall motorcycle hang glider 
Aung on the line like a poison spider 
—R.E.M. 


It’s plunging 
without a chute, 

a Harley 

without the gas, 
and the brakes 
that never do— 
once you've made 
it all electric, 


when you've no 
fucks left to give— 
flying or other-wise, 
as your favourite 
comedian said, 

on the TV 

in the jail, 


that eight arms & 
Jegs will double your 
chances 

of finally getting it 
right, 
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when your sentence 
is finally done; 


or the ninth life 

of the cat— 

who’s blown it 

like an octagon 
with holes in every 
side, 

let the floodgates 
in: 


the vodka, 
the fentanyl, 
the loss of job 
and wife; 


the crash, 

the lawsuit, 
the loss of son 
and life; 


has one last shot 

to do it, 

catch the squirming 
mouse 

before it’s caught— 
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in an arachnid’s 
giant webbing, 


the sting and burn 
of someone 
snatching accolades 
meant for you, 

pills that fall 

from their bottle 
like a landslide 

on the road 

you shouldn’t have 
took, 


its warning signs of 
orange 

just another 

thing for you 

to brush aside. 
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Umbra Penumbra 


I’ve known you 
for 60 years 

and yet I don’t, 
pulling you by the 
leash as though a 
mongrel, 


shrieking, kicking 
up a storm, 


and not when it’s 
been raining, the 
hatches battened 
down, 


but on the days 

of clearest 

cyan, the poppies 
stretching to meet 
the shine of Sol, 


knowing truth 

is seldom seen 
within the tunnels 
of the dark, 
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that / have been 
the shadow 
all my life, 


dragged along 

the walls 

whenever the scrape 
of a match 

is heeded, 


the burst froma bulb 
above me, 

in the pall of 

twelve a.m., 


my silhouette’s 
lengthening Hand 
an elastic band, 


a rubbery Reed 
Richards— 


grasping the closest 
window near the 
corner, 
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open to the 
air through which to 
soar, 


a place in which to flee 
what light reveals, 


the sunless 
side of the moon 
we never see. 


45 


Monday, 7am 


You greet me with 
Morning, never 
Good Morning— 
like you did when 
hearts were younger. 


Morning 

rises froma 

horizon, like an inmate 
from a metal bed, 
nothing to cushion 

his nightmares— 
sentenced to relive a /ife 
that isn’t a life— 

the cursing, the welts, 
the bruises; 

the slop passed off 

as food; 


the absence of 
privacy, 

when one needs it the 
very most, 

gone with the 

gurgle of a flush. 
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Good Morning 
is harkened by 
glows, the lilt 
from a lark 

at dawn, 

the gradual 
lift of the light, 
each moment 
far brighter 
than the last. 


Morning is stating 

the obvious, the drudge of a 
turtle-drive, 

the blaring of 

horns at red, 


a finger in the 
air 

from the car 
that passes 
on the right. 


It’s the demand 
from your boss 
to get cracking, 
the indigestion 
from the eggs, expired, 


the coffee from McDonald's 
too acidic, 

the leaving of 

your kitchen 

without a kiss. 


Good Morning 
is the merge 

of fervent lips, 
the ecstasy 

of a lingering 
hug, a taste 
from the dreams 
before, 


the confession 

of alove 

that never wearies, 
never reaches 

for a cup 


until the curtains 
have been opened 
and you stand 

in gaping awe 

at what's to come. 
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Your Dad was Poet Laureate 


You rest on the 

seventh day 

to make it holy—like the father 
you emulate, resigned 

that he’s the winner—no matter 
how much he cheated 

in this game, 


that he abandoned 
you in the crib 
without a mentor, 
with your dreams 
in infancy, 


like the one 

in which you re- 

design creation, make nothing 
that sheds its 

blood, 


write poems 

that make us swoon 
with just a 

soother in your mouth, 
a rattle in your 

hand the sound of 

fire. 
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APE 


I always 
pull my punches 
playing Scrabble— 


just this after- 
noon, for instance, 
with a potential 
triple-word, 

my holding back an 
R 

that spelled out 
RAPE, 

like what you went 
through years ago, 


my laying down 
instead 

a tail-less primate, 
beating his savage 
chest, seizing by force 
the female 

of his choosing, 


then again, n0— 
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to imitate, 

to mimic the tenant 
below us 

doing laundry, 

her bulging, puffy 
cheeks 

much like a 
chipmunk’s; 


the one who’s 
scrubbing the crimson 
from her nightgown, 
while we're busy 

with our chuckles, 


who scrubs and scrubs 


and scrubs 
when no one’s looking. 
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“me too” 


When I tell you //ove you 
you answer "me too" 


and perhaps | misconstrue, 
that you love yourself 
like the affirmations advise, 


the ones we see on Instagram, 
that Rupi Kaur is full of them, 
churning them out like some poet 
in a fast-food window, 


where you pick up a side of 
"you're better off without him" 
plus some platitude on the rain 
to wash it down, 


or maybe "me too" is a memory, 
in the (not so) recent past: 


an abusive ex, a diddling dad, 

the gymnastics coach who always 
held you snug, checked out your 
ass instead of your landing, 

after vaulting and parallel bars; 
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but then I've always read 
too much into your words, 
thinking there's some story 
below the surface, 


a recollection 

that encircles like a shark, 
that you're afloat 

in a punctured dinghy 
awaiting rescue, 


by an aqua knight who rides 
the seven seas, one who sees 
a kraken where there's not, 


thinks "right back at you," 
"ditto kiddo" 


is the beast of a thousand 


fathoms he's come hastily 
to slay. 
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Chuck Barris 


That guy from The Gong Show 

is dead. 

I only think of it 

because there’s a cracking, 
portable gong inside this 

musty, antique store— 

way out in the country 

where we say we're never judged. 


The only 

reason for a gong like this 

was to summon someone for supper: 
an irritable granddad, conceivably, 
much too hard-of-hearing 

to heed a vocal call to consume. 


I’m stumped as to how a gong 
came to symbolize 

artistic failure— 

a juggler dropping eggs, 

their shells now sticky shards; 
a ventriloquist 

flapping his lips, 

like wind-blown 

ensigns ona ship; 
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a gorilla-suited singer 
missing notes 
in drunk falsetto— 


the padded mallet swinging 
really an act of euthanasia, 


sparing 
would-be performers 
further jeers and rotting fruit, 


its reverberations longer 
than a verbal shout to stop— 
but not so cruel and caustic. 


And then there’s 

Gene Gene the Dancing Machine— 
never allowed to finish 

his minimalist moves, 

cut-off by a commercial 

before his inner Fred Astaire 
could be unleashed, 


score three 70s 

from adjudicators 

who were always on time 
for their dinner. 
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Artificial Intelligence 


It came to a head 
the moment I read 
Al Purdy’s 

printed name— 
as Al in upper 
case, 


in this milieu 
of robotic 
replacement, 


an oxymoron, 
perhaps, warned that 
we've begun 

our own extinction, 
flung-in-motion 


photography 

clearly fake, 

paintings that are void 

of human hands, 

absent of the errors 

which denote our humanity; 


and that hot new 
book of poems 
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everyone’s talking 
about these days, 


created bya 
chatbox 
in under 
half an hour, 


one that’s never 
loved and lost, 
watched a mother 
slip away 

beyond its reach, 
like all the Alfreds 
of the world, 


bringing back the time 
I asked for A/an, 

at the A/ Dente 
Ristorante, 

a hands-on 
connoisseur 

I believed, 


that Mr. Dente 
had embodied 
the ideal of being perfect, 
57 


to the tooth, | later 
learned, 


that sweet spot 

in the middle 

of what’s otherwise 
overdone, 
undercooked 

and hard to chew, 


because a flawless 
stovetop timer 

had miscounted 
nine short minutes, 


had no idea 
of how it felt 
to dine in candlelight, 


hold a belovéd’s 


shadowy hand 
between the swallows. 
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Why No One Invites Us Over Anymore 


Yes, I admit I was an 
ass at the potluck, 
my comments 

on what was served, 
while not even 
contributing buns; 


my noting the 
phallic nature 
of the farm-fresh 
peaches & cream: 


“that’s not an ear 
of corn—it’s a dick, 
even longer than a 
porno star’s”; 


the steaming, baked 
russet that I tossed, 

into the hands of another 
guest, my “anyone wanna 
play some Aot potato?” 


not to mention 
my calling 

for a clink of 
glasses: 
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“to shitty food 
and shitty friends!” 


my derision at the 

bringing forth of 
meat—“ah, Barf Wellington, 
just what we really 

need to go with the 

wine,” adding “I had it 

once at Up-Chuck’s, 

was stuck in the john 

for a week.” 


Even the lemon 
meringue wasn’t 
spared: “Who wants a pie in 
the face?” 

within a second 

of its plunge 

into our startled 
host’s visage, 

her wiping away 

the cream, my asking 
if she’s up 

for seconds. 
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I Never Could Decide 
Between Light or Dark 


I tend to put my “darker” 
poems within 

a yellow folder— 

as if it’s 

1978; the kind we 

call a duotang, 

just north of the 

US border; 


my “lighter” ones 
inside 

a ruby red— 

not the hue of escaping 
blood 


nor the blackest 
hole in space; 


after all, grapefruits, they 
say, are really 

good for you, 

despite their tart and 
tang, 


while black is the total b/end 
of all the colours— 
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the start of every 
spectrum 

of human skin, 
the backdrop 

of a trillion 

stars, 


but makes me 
less-than-nothing, 
the proverbial 
speck of dirt, 

the one the wind 
whips up, 

then pushes 

into your pupil, 


the grain of 

little worth, 

that makes no 
bloody difference 
if it exists, 


and as a result— 


black isn’t 
dark enough, 
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that to vanish 
and never be 


is my ultimate 
reverie, 


brings some 
semblance of a smile 
to my face— 

the one that’s 

even redder 

from our day at the 
crowded beach, 


the sand 

kicked in our 
eyes 

just like a Charles 
Atlas ad, 


the one where I’m 
too skinny, 

vow to win 

again 

the disgruntled 
girl, 
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the sun a sallow 
ball, blazing on my 
cheeks as if to 
shift my melanin, 


mould me into 
the happiest 
man on earth, 
one who only 
scribes 

of trilling birds, 


which dine on 
casted seeds 

and nothing more, 
even when the 
ground 

is bleeding worms. 
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The Performer 
—in memory of Stan White 


A poet I once knew 


said always leave them laughing 


and I agree 
but with an addendum: 


the tears that are squeezed 
from their ducts, 

from the snorts and slaps 
on the knees 


should never outnumber 
the saltwater shed 
during an elegy for your 
beloved, 


that a sudden 
burst of mirth 


should forever 
fall one tear short— 


one that stood 

on the precipice, fighting the 
urge to jump, dizzy from 
gaping down 

from eye-to-floor, 
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that sorrow 
contains its own 
moments of glory, 
for which a rivulet 
needs to wait: 


when dirt is 
solemnly tossed 
upon a casket, 


when sunlight 
cuts through cloud 
and charcoal veils, 


and when the poet 
offers a pause 
before the close, 


gives you time to 
swallow, tense up 
in your chair, 


make some ill- 


timed snicker 
you feign is a sob. 
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